CHAPTER   XII
A GLORIOUS MOUNTAIN HOLIDAY
THE WINTER  OF  IQ22-3  WAS  FULL  OF  HARD  WORK.    IN
little over a week I had to write all the music for the Everest
film and arrange it for a suitably small orchestra of nine
players, which was all the committee would allow me.
Musicians know how much more difficult it is to get an
effect out of a small orchestra than out of a large one.
Add to this my comparative inexperience in writing music
and you will see that it was a stiff job. But I was anxious
to try to preserve the atmosphere of Tibet in arranging
for Western instruments the folk-tunes I had collected
in such an Eastern environment. I knew what I wanted
the music to say, but I was only too conscious that I
was not competent to do the job properly.
The last page of the score was hardly dry when the cur-
tain in the Philharmonic Hall rang up for the first of an
unrelenting series of lectures with the film, which lasted for
over six months. During the whole of that time I had
two, or sometimes three, lectures to give every day; in
London for two months, and thereafter in all the big cities,
a week in each. Several of the musicians travelled round
with me, one of them being the composer, Gordon Jacob,
who has since made musical history and has, I hope and
believe, a great future before him. Their company was
entertaining and saved me from the loneliness and boredom
which otherwise might have accompanied this interminable
lecture-tour.
There followed a really glorious mountain holiday, the
best by far among the many I have had. It began in the
Dolomites, and my mother and father and brother went